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ALLIED ANVIL RECLAIMERS - 
FRIDAY - 4:28 P.M. 


OH BOY! ALMOST QUITTIN’ WHOLESOME CORPORATE 
TIME! AND TOMORROW'S CAMERADERIE!S LABOR AND 
THE COMPANY PICNIC/ My | | MANAGEMENT ARMIN 6 
FAVORITE EVENT OF THE 


NOSLEN... 
REPORT TO MY 
OFFICE... ON 

THE DOUBLE! 


OH, LORD! 
NOW WHAT HAVE I 

DONE? THINK? 
THINK If 


TOMORROW IT'S BEING 
RETURNED TO BULIMIA, 
AND WE'VE CHOSEN YOU, 
ARELIABLE AND TRUSTED 
EMPLOYEE, TO ACCOMPANY 
THIS SPLENDID WORK 
AS AN AMBASSADOR OF 

GOOD WILL... AND TO 

KEEP AN EYE ON IT, 

OF COURSE.. 


DINKYVILLE AIRPORT 
SATURDAY -10:21 A.M. 


AS YOU KNOW, THE BOYS 
IN REFINISHING HAVE 
BEEN WORKING ON THE 
“BULIMIAN TREASURE”, 
THE LARGEST AND MOST 
VALUABLE GROUP OF 
HISTORIC ANVILS IN THE 
ENTIRE WORLD. 


YESSIR, 
BUT... 
<= 
=} 


MR. SQUILM, SIR? 
YOU WANTED TO 
SEEME SIR? 


.. BUT SIR! ie IT WORKED, L.D.! 
TOMORROW IS ¢ |/ FOR ONCE, NOSLEN 
THE COMPANY ¢ | WON'T BE THERE TO 


PICNICS RUIN THE PICNIC FOR 

EVERYONE! NO,SIR, 

NOTEVEN NOSLEN 

COULD FOUL THIS 
ONE UP! 


SAME WITHOUT You, 
NOSLEN. BE AT THE 
AIRPORT AT IOAM. 


f WON'T NEED 
THIS DUMB 


GREAT! THE BULIMIAN 
NATIONAL TREASURE 
ALONE WITH THREE 


‘GUESS I'LL STRING UP MY 
OL’ HAMMOCK AND SNAG 
A FEW WINKS... 3SIGH!Z 
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THAT OUR “DEAR FRIEND” 


UNABLE TO ATTEND,FOR 
ONCE!’ ®8UT, 'M SURE 
WE’LL DO OUR BEST TO 
CARRY ON WITHOUT 
r, HIM! HA HA HA! 


Y SURE HATE TO MISS THE 


I “REGRET” TOANNOUNCE > 


NELSON NOSLEN WILL BE. | 


MEANWILE, AT DINKYVILLE 


PICNIC! I EVEN WROTE MUNICIPAL FAIRGROUNDS: 


ANEW COMPANY SONG! 


WELCOME,EVERYONE,TO @ 
ALLIED'S ANNUAL PICNIC! 


HAVIN? FUN? i] 


LUCKY I THOUGHT To 
BRING THIS ALONG! 
THAT'S USIN’ THE 


NOW WHERE... | 


AH’ JUST THE 


POH, MY LAWRD! I’M 
PLUMMETING TOMY 
DOOM! WHAT COULD 

Mh BE WORSE?!?/ un 
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I'D LIKE TO SAY To 
YOU ALL, THANK You 
FOR DOING YOUR BEST 4 
TO MAKE ALLIED 175 
BEST AND, MAY I 
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An Invitation To Think 
Three-Dimensionally 


LOOK, iF 
gob WAS IN 

HERE, WOULD 
IDO THIS? 
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fA OL ADOLPH ! 
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DOWN AT THE BOTTOM OF THE SEA. 
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Fig. 1. When pith balls are suspended near the edge of a wine glass that is stroked 
by a violin bow, they will fly outwards, thus proving air vibration 


U.S. Geclogical Survey 


Fig. 3. An artesian well with water es- 
caping at Woonsocket, South Dakota 


Fig. 4. Some curiosities of the sea; fish that fly, skip, and climb 


Fig. 2. A solar system in the making? The spiral Nebula 
in Ursa Major, the Great Bear 


Fig. 5. When a magnetized needle is allowed to swing 


freely on a pivot, it will always come to rest in a north- _ WINT ER. - —s " SUMMER | 


and-south position i 


Fig. 6. The northern hemisphere is tipped away from the sun in the winter and toward 
it in the summer 


For the past 25 years ranchers throughout the United States 
have been the victims of a sinister conspiracy of monumental 
proportions. A conspiracy so vast, so far-reaching the news 
media has been afraid to even mention it for fear of alarm 
ing the public at large. Under cover of darkness someone or 
some THING has been quietly invading private farms and 
ranches ruthlessly, maliciously mutilating large numbers of 
cattle and leaving a trail of fear, confusion and carcasses 
in its wake. Hundreds, possibly thousands of our four-legged 
friends have been sacrificed and untold others have disap- 
peared completely for some, until now, unknown purpose. 
Picture it: The jolly rancher rises at the crack of dawn ex- 
pecting nothing more than another day of bucolic splendor. 

He steps outside and comes face to face with a nightmare. He 
stares uncomprehendingly, trying to make sense of the scene 
before him. His prize herd has been decimated, the choicest 
megbers violated in the most obscene fashion by some malevo- 
lent force. Bovine corpses litter the landscape, their rav- 
aged bodies a mute testimony to the horrors they had been 
forced to endure the previous night. Here, at his feet lies 
Daisy, his favorite, over there the recalcitrant Bossie, and 
off in the distance, Elsie who until yesterday bore a striking 
resemblance to the cow on the Elmer's Glue bottle, now a dis- 
gusting parody of her former beauty. Tears well in his eyes, 
his lip trembles and with a sinking feeling he realizes that 
things will never be the same again. No longer will these 
once happy heifers graze contentedly, chewing their cud and 
swatting at bottle flies with their tails. Never again will 
he hear their contented mooing as he lovingly caresses their 
udders. "Who could have done this?" he cries. "For what pur- 
pose have these noble beasts given their lives? Is this some- 
one's idea of a SICK JOKE?" If this were merely an isolated 
incident it would eventually be forgotten and, if mentioned at 
all, would be quickly dismissed as "just one of those things". 
Unfortunately it is not an isolated incident. Over and over 
again, in all parts of the country, this tragic scene is re- 
enacted. And the questions are always the same - who could 
have done this and why? For example, in 1973, 44 cows were 
mutilated over a six-week period in North Central Kansas. 
Over 100 mutilations occurred in South Dakota, Nebraska and 
Iowa during the summer of 1974, and between August 1975 and 
May 1976 authorities in Cascade County, Montana received over 


1U0 reports of cattle mutilation as well as 15U signtings or 
"mysterious craft" in the sky. And the terror continues. One 
thing is certain, this isn't the work of the run-of-the-mill . 
rustler with a chain saw and a pickup truck. In a classic 
case of mutilation there are a number of unusual and disturb- 
ing characteristics: The attacks always occur at night. There 
are never any witnesses. There is no sign of struggle. No 
footprints or vehicle tracks are left behind. The animal is 
completely drained of blood, with no sign of blood in the 
surrounding area. Various organs and body parts such as 

the eyes, tongue and most frequently, the sexual organs and 
rectum are removed with a high degree of surgical expertise. 
In the following days there is no sign of the characteristic 
death smell, and scavangers and predators will not go near 
the corpse. Most suspiciously of all, in many cases resi- 
dents have reported seeing "strange lights" hovering over- 
head prior to the attacks. In a number of instances the 
animals' legs are broken, as if they had been dropped from 

a great height... Strange lights, mysterious craft in the 
skies, broken legs, all of these things point in one direc- 
tion. It is obvious that the culprits are none other than 
our old nemesis, the Space Aliens. But why would they at- 
tack defenseless herd animals? Is this just another tactic 
in their ongoing campaign of terror against the people of 
Earth?. Or is there a more practical purpose? Could it be 
that what Mars really needs is... BURGERS? is it possible 
that there's a fast-food chain in another galaxy hankering 
for your hamburger? A McWotan's on another planet where the 
customers insist on having it THEIR way? If this is the 
case, then what we have on our hands is nothing short of 

an intergalactic range war, and appropriate action MUST be 
taken. It makes no difference what planet they're from. 
Whether they're varmints from Venus, sidewinders from 
Sirius, or rustlers from Rigel, these no-good space cowboys, 
these BEEF BANDITOS must be brought to justice! They should 
be hauled into court by their tentacles and punished to the 
fullest extent of the law! Hell, hanging's too GOOD for 
them! Let's give them a taste of their own medicine and 
ship them home in a styrofoam box! Maybe that'll teach them 
to think twice before trying to swipe our sirloins. Citizens 
of Earth unite! 


Presented as a public service by The Citizens For Increased Awareness. 
The Remote Control Institute Buck Rt, Box 111 Hinton WV 25951 
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HOW AND WHEN TO SLEEP 


E are somewhat in danger of 
VAY, forgetting how to sleep now- 
adays. 


The distinction between what we call 
sleep and what we call waking is only 
relative. There is a continuous gradation, 
in reality, from abnormal and, so to speak, 
morbid sleep at one end, through many 
stages that are normal, up to abnormal 
and morbid excitement at the other end. 


What happens in the brain to produce 
sleep we cannot say. Physical or chem- 
ical changes, or both, must occur; and the 
problem is not entirely unpractical, for 
the solution of it should help us to control 


sleep and produce it safely. 


No one’s health, sanity or efficiency can 
do without a certain minimum of sleep; 
and it is a mistake to assume that, if one 
man gets five hours and another ten, the 
first needs only half as much as the second. 
If his sleep be twice as deep, he gets as 
much, but he getsit quickly. This is a very 
precious faculty for the worker; and if it 
can be learned, which may in some degree 
be possible, the learning is worth while. 


Such observations, and many others, 
lead us to suppose that the quantity of 
blood in the sleeping brain must be dimin- 
ished. They help us to understand why 
one should be warm enough in bed, mean- 
ing that we have plenty of blood in the 
skin; they partly explain the serious ob- 
jection to cold feet in bed, and the fact 
that toasting the toes at the fire after a 
hearty lunch, and thus liberally supplying 
the feet and the digestive system with 
‘blood, may markedly promote sleep, not- 
withstanding what we have said about 
the natural rhythm of sleep and waking. 
Even so, we must not overstate the facts. 
The evidence suggests that a too bloodless 
or anemic brain cannot sleep. 


Beyond this there are: many 
stages of excited and tense attention, as 
of the soldier who is so awake to the fight 
that he is unconscious of the bullet in his 
leg, leading up to the intense and passionate 
and dangerous absorption of ecstasy, usu- 
ally religious in form, or of agonized and 
sleepless grief. 

This, indeed, is where the study 
of dreams finds its value today, and this 
is where they may indeed be held capable 
of predicting the future — for the man who 
habitually has coherent and well-remem- 
bered dreams, especially if they be re- 
peated, may look upon them as rather 
ominous, whatever they may be about. 
He is probably not getting a good quality 
of sleep, and should see toit. Best of all 
is to have no dreams: or, if we all must 
dream, to have no remembered dreams. 
Next best is to have one’s dreams few, un- 
distressing, and so incoherent that they 
can scarcely be pieced together afterwards. 
Definite, clearly articulated dreams, which 
we can recall in detail, are less satisfactory, 
for it seems probable that they involve 
the action of more areas of the brain, and 
thus mean that more of it was awake at 
the time. Worst of all are nightmares, 
which are a real evil, definitely condemna- 
tory of the quality of sleep, and demand- 
ing serious attention. Nightmares are 
frequent in one particular form of heart 
disease, which is not common, and is be- 
coming even less so. As a rule, the dis- 
turbance which so uncomfortably excites 
and half awakens the brain in these cases 
is to be found in the stomach or some 
other part of the digestive tract. But 
sooner or later, even in these cases, nature 
asserts her demands and prolonged sleep 
is necessary to maintain health and vigor. 
The account with sleep cannot be indefi- 
nitely overdrawn without physical bank- 
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THIS seemingly mild-mannered Boston- 
based publisher's group is actually 
responsible for some of the most 
TERRIFYINGLY ORIGINAL magazines 
being published anywhere. 


SEND FOR FREE ILLUSTRATED CATALOG!!! 
Just send a SASE (8.5 x 11) for fast 


response to 3 


THE SMALL PRESS ALLIANCE 
Box 471 
Cambridge, MA 02142 


A lifetime subscription to’'GET STUPID" will be awarded to the reader 
who sends the best job of coloring page 4 of "The Thrilling Disasters 
of Nelson Nosien' to F.G. box 6U,Uambridge,MA 02238. 
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Pagan Kennedy 


It wasn't the hippies that decided to 
grow their hair, it was the hair that 
decided to grow itself: What I'm saying 
is that there is a certain micro-organ- 
ism that, when lodged in the scalp, can 
endow the follicle with free will. This 
micro-organism changes the pattern of 
the victim's hair cells, and eventually 
his brain cells, so that his one urgé 
is to grow long hair to form a “nest” 
for the parasite. Of course these days 
the micro-organisms are trickier, and 
sometimes compel their victims to grow 
a “punk” hairdo instead, but it is all 
the same friends, all the same. 


Now where do you think these micro- 
-organisms come from? Who is behind 
this? Well, I'11 tell you friends, 
these micro-organisms do not come from 
outer space; these micro-organisms do 
not come from the laboratories of the 
CIA; these micro-organisms do not come 
from Three Mile Island, Chernobyl, Love 
Canal or Bhopal. I'll get right to the 
point friends: These micro-organisms 
were cooked up in the Petri dish of the 
Dark One himself. 


That is why I say that what we saw in 
the '60's was not a rebellion of hip- 
pies and students, it was a rebellion 
of dead cell tissue. Although the hip- 
pies might have thought that they were 
the ones who decided to grow their 
hair, it was actually the hair that was 
letting the hippies grow; it was HAIR 
that was responsible for our failure 
in Viet Nam and it was HAIR that was 
responsible for the takeover of this 
country, which used to be a darned good 
one, by Commie Lovers and the Liberal 
Humanists. 


You think I don't have proof for this? 
Just look in your bible. You want 
proof in the Old Testament--what about 
Samson? As long as he had his hair he 
was a sinner. It was only when his hair 
was cut off that he repented and sought 
the forgiveness of the Lord. It's as 
simple as that friends, long hair, dam- 
nation; short hair, salvation. 


The bible warns us about women too, who 
have always had long hair. Yes friends, 
women were hippies way before men were 
—long-haired, licentious liars like 
Eve and Jezebel. 


- JESUS SHAVES! 


Now I'm not recommending that women get 
crewcuts, but modest cuts, and a good 
dose of hair spray every day should 
help keep them under control. 

And most important, friends, is the 
proof for my theory in the New Testa- 
ment. For instance, Jesus says in 1 
Corinthians 11.14, “If a man have long 
hair, it is a shame unto him.” 


Do you know what that means, friends? 
Jesus Christ did not have hair all down 
his back; Jesus Christ did not have 
shoulder-length hair; Jesus Christ did 
not have hair that touched his ears. 
Jesus Christ had a crew cut and a VERY 
CLOSE SHAVE and there is ABSOLUTE PROOF 
for this in every shred of historical 
documentation that exists. 


Right about now, friends, you're prob- 
ably saying to yourselves, "Yeah, well, 
what this guy is saying about Jesus 
having short hair makes- sense, but 
still, every picture I've seen of Jesus 
shows him with long hair and a beard.” 


Well, friends, who do YOU trust--the 
limp-wristed, long-haired hippie art- 
ists who painted those pictures, or the 
TRUE WORD of the Lord? 


Think a minute friends. It is no acci- 
dent that every picture you see of 
Jesus in our churches and schools shows 
him with long hair. Do you expect a 
school that teaches evolution to have a 
picture of Jesus as he really looked? 
Do you really expect a church that 
teaches that sin isn't really sin, that 
HELL is only a metaphor to show you the 
real Jesus? 


Friends, do not expect the Liberal 
Humanists who run our churches and 
schools to teach you the truth about 
Jesus. They want you to think Jesus 
Christ is some kind of namby-pamby god 
of love instead of the god of STRENGTH, 
PATRIOTISM, and KICKING the BUTTS of 
the RUSSKIES that he really is. 


So, if you remember one thing that you 
read here today, friends, I want you to 
remember that Jesus is not an umkempt 
god, that before he goes for a long day 
of washing out folks' hearts with lye 
and bleach and leading our armies to 
victory, he gives himself a good going 
over with the razor, that before Jesus 
saves, JESUS SHAVES. 


“I tell you, Grogan, | know a slip-knot when 


I see one!” 
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“Somehow | just can't see her 
in men's pajamas!" 


_ A city girl visiting a farm 
came upon the hired hand re- 
lieving himself. She said, “I 
can show you something else 
you can do with that thing. 
Come on in the barn.” 
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A man, obviously overweight 
and in generally poor condition, 
was advised by his doctor to, cut 
down on all sweets and starches. 
“And,” said the doctor, “you'd bet- 
-ter stick to one cigar a day.” 

One night, he accompanied a 
friend to the latter's poker club. He 
lost as usual and made out his 
check. As he handed it to his friend, 
he said, “This is such a nice club. 
Who founded it?” 

“So are we,” one of the men said. 
“Sit down and have a smoke!” 


“Ever had one of those days 
when you're mad at the whole 
world?" 


"Off hand I'd say she lost her bathing 
suit, but | don't trust my eyes!" 
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ITN ALMOST EVERYMAN'S Lire THERE ISA 
FATEFUL POINT WHERE EVERYTHING FALLS 
INTO PLACE, MINE CAME WHiLe LT WAS IN 
THE SHELTER WITHA MY FRIENDS, PREACHING 
THE PARABLE OF “BOB” 
AND THE TOASTER..-- J MUCH OF APRICA is 
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CUVUERWHELMS My with. 
I cANNOT RESIST IT! 


THAT GIRL WAS RIGHT THIS 
WORLD DOES OWE MEA LIVING, 
Live BEEN STUCK SUCKING THESE 
MAPS - THESE Tw0- DIMENSIONAL 
THINGS WALL NG@IER DEGEVG ME 
AGAIN 'f LEAVE TEXAS ToDYy ! 


, HERE, PAUL 
TAKE MY Money! 


MY SUMMER VACATION BEGAN: 
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TN ALMOST EVERYMAN'S LIFE THERE IS A 
FATEFUL POINT WHERE EVERYTHING FALLS 
INTO PLACE. MINE CAME WHILE LT WAS IN 
THE SHELTER WITH MY FRIENDS, PREACHING 
THE PARABLE OF “BOB” 
AND THE TOASTER.-. J MUCH OF APRICA {5 
STILL STRANGE AND UNKNOWN, 
EVEN IN THIS THE END TIME. WE 
Miss mMuct CF WHAT POBBS CAN 
OFFER— CUSTOMS , SUPERSTITIONS, 


LOOK- SEE? I'm JUST AN ORTNARY 
GUY, BUT WHAT WOULD] KNOw? I've Never 
BEEN MORE THAN RETY MILES FROM CENTER 
C\TY WHERE We AL LIVE — FOREVER. LT PEEL 
THAT THIS REPRESENTS SOMETHING SINISTER, 
SOMETHING BAL. I MUST GO TO DOBBSTOWN 
IN AFRICA THIS 15 TE SACRED LAUNCH 
TIME '"B0B" IS WAITING... 


THAT GIRL WAS RIGHT THIS 
WORLD DOES OWE MEA LIVING, 
Live BEEN STUCK SUCKING THEesE 
MAPS - THESE TWO-DIMENSIONAL 
TRINGS WALL NEJER DEGEVG ME 
AGAIN 'f LEAVE TEXAS TODAY ! 


THIS 1 THIS SMOKE 
OVERWHELMS My Wil. 
I CANNOT RESIST IT! 


HERE, PAUL.’ 
TAKE MY Money! 


MY SUMMER VACATION BEGAN: 


i 


AND SO, THE UNBELIEVABLE NIGHTRGARE BE- 
GAN, FUSED ALL THE MONEY! BOUSHTT Guns! 
KEPT ALL THE CHANTS UP... I WAS DAZED 
BY THE TRANCE EFFECTS! LT Ur ACHING 
AND SsoRE ON THE UVING ROOM FLOOR ..-: 


L MAGAT... MEAT. -, 
MEAT...MEAT...MEAT 
. PAEAT...MEAT>-- 
MEAT... MEAT. 
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TN ALMOST EVERYMAN'S LIFE THERE 5A 
FATEFUL POINT WHERE EVERYTHING FALLS 
INTO PLACE, MINE CAME WHiLe T WAS IN 
THE SHELTER WITHA MY FRIENDS, PREACHING 
THE PARABLE OF BOB” 
AND THE TOASTER. +. [| MUCH OF APRICA {3 
“STILL STRANGE AND UNKNOWN, 

EVEN IN THis THE END TIME. We 
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LOOK- SEE I'm JUST AN ORDINARY 
GUY, BUT WHAT WOULD] KNow? I've NEVER 

BEEN MORE THAN RFTY MILES FROM CENTER 
CITY WHERE WE AW VE —FOREVER. LT FEEL 
THAT THIS REPRESENTS SOMETHING SINISTER, 
SOMETHING BL. T MUST GO TO DOBBSTOWN 
IN AFRICA! THIS 15 THE SACRED LAUNCH 
TIME !”B0B* 1S WAITING... 


toa | 2 fn 


THAT GIRL WAS RIGHT THIS 
WORLP DOES OWE MEA LIVING, 


THIS 16 THIS SMOKE 
OCUVERWHELMS My Will. 


I cANNOT RESIST IT! TvE BEEN STUCK SUCKING THESE 
MAPS - THESE TWO- DIMENSIONAL 
THINGS ULL N@VJER DECIEVG ME = 
HERE, PAUL PGAN'£ LEAVE TEXAS Tobty ! a 
TAKE MY MONEY! a | 
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AND SO, THE UNBELIEVABLE NIGHTRGARE BE- MY SUMMER VACATION BEGAN: | 


GAN, FUSED ALL THE MONEY! BOUStTT GUNS! — 
KEPT ALL THE CHANTS UP... IT WAS DAZED WE SHOULD HAVE STOPPEP You 
BY THE TRANCE EFFECTS! LD LAY ACHING LONG, LONG AGO! 
BND SORE OS THE LIVINE ROOM FLOOR... 


HALHALHA ! 
So Love! 
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Fabled crime-fighter LINT MAN 
late in his secret LINT CAVE 


astounding observation... 
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METROPOHAM CITY 
THE DISTANT PRESENT 


ASSOCIATION 


THE ADNENTURE 


THE PLACE 
THE TIME 


I NEED To FIND A TE=NAGE SIDEKICK TO 
AID Mz IN MY FIGHT AGAINST CRIME fF ILL 
JUST PLAC= THIS AD JN THE CLASSIFIED 
SECTION OF THE L L WESKLY PAPER, 

THAT ALL THE YOUNG FOLKS READ! 


Wy DR. RUBBERGLOVE examines blindfolded 
ony) patients. Box 22. 


BUT, due to a clerical mix-up at the classified 
desk, Lint Man's box number appears on THIS 
"personal" ad... 


WANTED: established super-hero seeks 
teen sidekick for crime-fighting, gang- 
busting, upholding traditional American 
values and light cleaning. Good hours, 
free costume. Box 22. 
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LATER... H=LLO...CLASSIFIED DESK? TH/S |S LINT 
MAN/I PLACED AN AD AND You GUYS 
WW XY MADZ A BIG MISTAKE.... 
NS { NOW My HOUSE IS 
Y, NS PERVERTS 8227! 
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HOLD ON! THERE 
GO=S MY 


GOD 
DOORBELL AGAIN! 
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YOLI LOOK LIK= AN 2NTERPRIZING 
YOUNG MAN .,,HOW WOULD You 

LIKE TO FIGHT SVIL..AND MAK= 
SOM= MONEY AT THE SAM= 
TIM=? 


=T OFF MY PROPERTY, You } 
UTTPLUGGIN’ LITTLE... 


OOPS! an impressionable 
youngster 


EY MOW YER LAWN 
FOR $15, BONN 
LOOKS LIKE A 
ULINGL=! 


RIGHT AWAY, DUD=! I 
CAN HARDLY WAIT TO 
T=ST THE SWITCHBLADS 


AND BzSID=S.,..You'LL GST TO WEAR THIS 
TRULY “GROOVY” AND FASHIONABL= 
HeY, FORG=T IT! IF I 
WANT=D TO WEAR A 
UNIFORM AND LOOK LIKz A 
DORK, I'D GO TO WORK AT 
Me DONALD's ! 


BESIDES, IT'S A LITTLE 
WARM To B= PUTTING 
ON LONG UNDZRWZAR! 
IS OKAY KID... [7M FLEX/ BLE 
... SO, HOW SCON WILL 
¥ YOU BE AVAILABL= TO 
CLEAN...ER.. FIGHT EVIL ? 


= OT US= WEAPONS IN OUR WAR 
INST CRIM=! INDZ=D, WE MUST STAND 
=|R BRUTAL GUNS AND KNINES f 
GOODNESS SKILL AND COURAG= 


R t 
H= AMERICAN WAY!! _On.YsH.., BUT FIRST, L275. 
TALK ABOUT My 


INSURANCE BENZFITS/ 
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Thus our heroes hit the sidestreets 
and back alleys in their ever-vigilant 
search for crime... 


LRIGHT KID...HERz'S YouR 

Ky CHANCE To ASSIST A_BONA HD= 

} SUP=RHERO IN His STERNAL 
QUEST FOR TRUTH AND JUSTICz/ 
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BORING GIG, DADDY.O! L=Ts 


OLD B==R!__ 
Eat SIDEKICKS DON'T DRINKIG 


R KID. HEY!WHAT'S THAT? 
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ey 
HELP! Z 
H=LP/ 


OUT THER= AND \ + CRIMINA 
ge RA =M, KID! H R FAC 
HEY! THER='s A LOT 
OF ~=M,,.AND THEY 
GOT GUNS! ¢ 

DON'T WORRY KID! 
THEY'RE NO HEE 
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JUST WAIT TIL YOU FIND UNCORRUPTABLE Yrs v1 THAT NUTS CovERING 
OUT WHO LINT MAN {S...) AGENT OF GOODNESS... FRIEND pb ic: = 
See ANHGK! = Borris SUS WITH MINT! 
F22L THE STING 
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NCING EVIL's HIS GAME!% 


Here’s the 
©/REAL THING! 


SET UP YOUR OWN 
HOME LABORATORY 


Edison's prized copy of the Necronomicon. 


"GET STUPID" is published evrey so often by Fishmonger Grafix Studios, 
pee. box 60,Cambridge,MA 02238 . All contents are copyright by the 
contributors. All contents also copyright 1987 by "GET' STUPID". 


eZ 


